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PREFACE. 


Sewell,  in  his  remarks  on  Shakspere's  plays,  fpeaks 
thus  of  the  Comedy  OF  Errors. 

"  This  play  is  exadly  regular,  as  any  one  may  see,  who  will 
examine  it  by  the  rules.  The  place  is  part  of  one  town,  the 
"  time  within  the  artificial  day,  and  the  aftion,  the  finding  the 
"  lost  brother,  &c.  Allowing  for  the  puns,  which  were  the 
"  vice  of  the  age  he  lived  in,  it  is  extremely  diverting,  the  in- 
cidents  are  wonderfully  pleafant,  and  the  catallrophe  very 
"  happy,  and  ftrongly  moving,'' 

Such  this  comedy  always  appeared  to  me  ;  and  I  was  proud  to 
find  my  flender  opinion,  (which  might,  perhaps,  be  termed  little 
more  than  conjefture,)  confirmed  by  fo  folid  a  judgment  as  that 
of  our  learned  commentator.  The  catastrophe,  always  pecu- 
liarly alFefted  me,  though,  I  must  confefs,  not  without  feme  de- 
gree of  admiration,  that  in  fo  strange,  and  unexpected  a  turn  of 
good  fortune  as  that  of  ^geon,  Emilia,  and  their  fons, 
there  should  not  have  been  the  slightest  congratulation,  or  ex- 
preffion  of  delight  between  the  parties.  To  account  for  this,  I 
'  have  been  apt  to  conjefture  fome  fmall  portion  of  the  original 
text  has  been  lost ;  for  it  appears  rather  improbable,  that  fo 
nice  and  complete  a  master  of  the  human  heart,  as  Shakspeaiie, 
should  have  restrained  his  genius,  on  fuch  an  interesting  occa- 
sion. This  refledion  first  induced  me  to  think  of  an  alteration, 
and  the  reader  may  find,  by  the  liberty  I  have  prefumed  to  take 
with  the  fifth  ad  in  particular,  where  I  thought  fuch  a  deficiency 
lay.  For  the  erasion  I  have  made  of  fome  old  quibbles,  or  too 
frequent  jingle,  fo  unfuitable  to  our  modern  tafte,  I  may,  perhaps, 
be  easily  forgiven  by  thofe  readers  who  are  acquainted  with  the 
original. 
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iv  ■  PBDICx\TlOW 

In  rerpe(?l:  to  the  additional  lines  and  fpeeches^  which  are  occa- 
fionally  inrerfperfed  through  the  piece,  I  throw  myself,  with 
great  deference,  on  the  candour  of  the  reader.  My  fole  pride 
has  been,  an  endeavour  to  reftore  to  the  public  eye,  a  negledled, 
and  almost  forgotten  comedy  of  our  inimitable  bard.  This  the 
various  talents  of  my  brethren  of  the  theatre,  have  enabled  me  to 
do  in  a  very  fatisfadory  manner.  The  repeated  and  highly  ap- 
plauded representations  of  this  piece,  have  fufficiently  julHfied 
this  aflertion  ;  and  it  is  with  the  truell  pleafure  and  gratitude  I 
acknowledge  the  obligation. 

THO.  HULL/ 

VVeJlminfier, 


Dramatis  Person^e. 


DRURT-LANE. 


Duke  of  EpkesuSf    -  . 
^GEON,      -      -      -  . 
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Antipholis  ofEphesuSf 
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Angelo,  - 
Dr.  Pinch,  - 
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Second  Merchant, 


Abbess, 
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Men. 

-  Mr.  Davis* 

-  Mr.  Hull. 

-  Mr.  Pope. 

-  Mr.  Holman, 
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-  Mr.  Cubitt. 
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-  Mrs.  Kennedy, 

-  Miss  Piatt. 


Song  by  Mrs.  Clendining. 


Scene,  Ephesns. 


THE 

COMEDY  OF  ERRORS 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 


A  Hall.    Duke,  iEcEOpr,  Tnxjo  Officers ,  Jailor,  Four  Guards f, 
and  Attendants  difco-vered, 

AEgion. 

Proceed,  Salinus,  to  procure  my  fall. 
And  terminate,  by  this,  thy  rig'rous  doom> 
i^^geon's  life  and  miferies  together, 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufe,  plead  no  more. 
The  enmity  and  difcord  which,  cf  late. 
Sprung  from  the  ranc'rous  outrage  of  your  duke. 
To  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, 
(Who,  wanting  guilders  to  redeem  their  lives,  ^ 
Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  blood) 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threat'ning  looks. 
For  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 
'Twixt  thy  fcditious  countrymen  and  us. 
It  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed. 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  ourfelves, 
T'  admit  no  traffic  to  our  adverfe  towns. 
Nay,  more — If  any,  born  at  Ephefus, 
Be  feen  at  Syracufan  marts  or  fairs  : 
Again — If  any  Syracufan  born. 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephefus,  he  dies  ; 
His  goods  ccnfifcate  to  the  duke's  difpole, 
Unlcfs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 
Thy  fubrrance,  valued  at  the  higheft  rate. 
Cannot  amount  unto  an  hundred  marks ; 
Therefore,  by  law,  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 
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uEgeon.  This  comfort  then  (the  wretch's  lall  refouri 
At  leali,  I  gain  from  the  fevere  decree — 
My  woes  mull  fini-lh  e'er  the  fetting  fun. 

Duke.  Yet,  Syracufan,  fay  in  brief  the  caufe. 
Why  thou  departedft  from  thy  native  home. 
And  for  what  caafe  thou  cam'ft  to  Ephefus. 
^  jEgeon.  A  heavier  tafic  could  not  have  been  impos'd 
Yet  will  I  utter  what  my  grief  permits. — 
In  Syracufa  was  I  born  ;  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me  ! 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  ;  our  wealth  increas'd 
By  profp'rous  tranic — 'till  my  fadlor's  death. 
Drew  us  unv;illingly  to  Epidamnum. 
There  had  we  not  been  long,  but  fhe  became 
A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons. 
And,  llrange  to  hear,  the  one  fo  like  the  other. 
They  hardly  by  ourfelves  could  be  dilHnguilhed, 
That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felf-fame  houfe, 
A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 
Of  fuch  a  burthen,  male  twins,  both  alike. 
Thefe  (for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor) 
I  bought,  and  brought  up,  to  attend  my  fons. 
My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  her  two  boys. 
Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  return. 
Unwilling  I  agreed — We  came  aboard — 
O,  bitter  recollection  ! 

Duke,  Stop  thy  tears  

I  long,  yet  almoft  dread  to  hear  the  reft. 

jEgeon.  A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  faiPdj 
Before  the  always  wind-obeying  deep 
Gave  any  tragic  inllance  of  our  harm  ; 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hbpe, 
P^r  what  obfcured  light  the  heavens  did  grant. 
Did  but  convey  into  our  fearful  minds 
A  dreadful  warrant  of  immediate  death. 
The  failors  fought  for  fafety  by  cur  boat. 
And  left  the  (hip,  then  fmking-ripe,  to  us. 
My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  elder  born. 
Had  faften'd  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  maft; 
To  him,  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound  ; 
While  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  younger. 
The  children  thus  difpos'd,  my  wife  and  1 
Faflen'd  ourfelves  at  either  end  the  maft  ; 
And,  floating  ftrait,  obedient  to  the  ftream. 
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Were  carried  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  kngth  the  fea  wax'd  calm  ;  and  we  difcover'd 
Two  (hips,  from  far,  rnaking  amain  to  us ; 
But  ere  they  came   ' 

Duke.  Purfue  thy  tale,  old  man. 

jEgeo7i.  Being  encounter'd  by  a  mighty  rock. 
Our  helplefs  raft  was  fplittcd  in  the  midft. 
Her  part  (poor  foul)  burthen'd  with  lefier  weight. 
Was  carried  with  more  fpeed,  before  the  wind  ; 
And,  in  our  fight,  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  fifliermen  cf  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length  another  lliip  had  feiz'd  on  us : 
And  would  have  'reft  the  fifhers  of  their  prey. 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  flow  of  fail. 

Duke.  Relate  at  full 
What  hath  befallen  to  them,  and  thee  'till  now. 

jEgeon.  My  youngeft  boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  care. 
At  eighteen  years,  became  inquifitive 
After  his  brother,  and  importun'd  me 
That  his  attendant  (for  his  cafe  was  like, 
'Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retain'd  his  nam.e) 
Might  bear  him  company,  in  quell  of  him. 
Whom,  while  I  labour'd  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  yielded  to  the  lofs  of  him  I  lov'd. 
Since  which  unhappy  time,  no  news  arriving 
What  courfe  their  wayward  ftars  had  hurry'd  them, 
Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  farthefl  Greece, 
Roaming  ev'n  through  the  bounds  of  Afia, 
And,  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus ; 
But  here  muft  end  the  ftory  of  my  life. 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death. 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  ^geon  !  whom  the  fates  have  mark'd 
To  bear  th'  extremity  of  dire  milhap. 
Now  truft  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  laws, 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity. 
My  foul  fhould  fiis  as  advocate  for  thee  : 
But  though  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death. 
And  paffed  fentence  cannot  be  reeall'd. 
But  to  our  honour's  great  difparagement. 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can. 
I,  therefore,  merchant,  limit  thee  this  day 
To  feek  thy  life,  by  beneficial  help ; 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  hail  in  Ephefus, 
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Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  the  fum. 

And  live — if  not,  then  art  thou  doom*d  to  die.  [Exif,  nvith  guards, 

uEgeon.  What  friends  can  niifery  expe£l  ? 
This  pity  but  prolongs  the  date  of  pain  :  ' 
And  to  a  fure,  though  fhort  protrafted  end, 

Helplef^  and  hopelefs  doth  iEgeon  werid.  [Exit,  guarded. 


SCENE  II. 


A  Street*    Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracuje,  Dromio  ofSyracufe, 
and  iji  Merchant. 

iji  Mer.  Therefore  give  out  you  are  of  Epidamnum, 
Leil  that  your  goods  be  forfeit  to  the  ftate. 
This  very  day  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here  ; 
And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life. 

Dies  e'er  the  weary  fun  fets  in  the  weft.  

There  is  your  money  which  I  had  to  keep. 

Jn.  of  Syr,  Go,  bear  it  to  the  Centaur,  where  we  hoft. 
And  ftay  there,  Dromio,  till  I  come  to  thee. 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time ; 
'Till  then  I'll  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings. 
And  then  return,  and  fleep  within  mine  inn  ; 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  fick  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away  ! 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word. 
And  go  away  indeed,  having  fo  great 
A  treafure  in  his  charge. — Of  what  ftrengli  do 
You  conceive  my  honefty,  good  mafter. 
That  you  dare  put  it  to  fuch  temptation  ? 

Jn.  of  Syr.  Of  proof  againft  a  greater  charge  than  this 
Were  it  remifs,  thy  love  would  ftrengthen  it : 
I  think  thou  would'ft  not  wrong  me  if  thou  could'ft. 

Dr*  of  Syr.  I  hope  I  fnould  not,  fir  ;  but  there  is  fuch 
A  thing  as  trufting  too  far. — Odds  heart,  'tis 
A  weighty  matter,  and,  if  ballanc'd  in 
A  ftilliard  againft  my  honefty^ 
I  doubt 
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An,  of  Sy.  That  very  doubt  is  my  fecurity. 
No  further  argument,  but  fpeed  away. 

Dr.  of  Sy,  Ay,  but  mailer,  you  know  the  old  faying — 

Jn,  of  Sy,  Then  thou  haft  no  occafion  to  tell  it  me. — 

Begone,  I  fay   [Exit  Dromio  of  Sj 

A  trufty  villain,  fir,  that  very  oft% 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy. 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. — 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town. 
And  then  go  to  the  inn  and  dine  with  me  ? 

if  Mer,  I  am  invited,  fir,  to  certain  merchants. 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit : 
I  crave  your  pardon — but  at  five  o'clock, 
Pleafe  you,  I'll  meet  you  here  upon  the  mart. 
And  afterwards  confort  with  you  till  bed-time. 
My  prefent  bufinefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

An,  of  Syr.  Farewell  'till  then.  1  will  go  lofe  myfelf. 

And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  city. 

if  Mer,  Sir,  1  commend  you  to  your  own  content.  \Ex 

An.  of  Syr.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content, 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I,  to  the  world,  am  like  a  drop  of  water. 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop  ; 
Who,  failing  there  to  find  his  fellow  out, 
Unfeen,  inquifitivc,  confounds  himfelf  : 
So  I,  to  find  a  mother,  and  a  brother. 
In  fearch  of  them,  unhappy,  lofe  myfclf.  

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus, 

How  now  I  How  chance  thou  art  returned  fo  foon  ? 

Dr.  of  Epfi.  Return'd  fo  foon  1  Rather  approach'd  too  late — 
The  capon  burns,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit. 
The  clock- hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell. 
My  miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek; — 
She  is  fo  hot,  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold. 
The  meat  is  cold,  becaufe  you  come  not  home. 
You  come  not  home,  becaufe  you  have  no  ftomach. 
You  have  no  flomach,  having  broke  your  faft  ; 
But  we,  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray. 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to-day. 

An,  of  Sy.  Stop  in  your  v,ind,  fir; — tell  me  this,  I  pray. 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  gave  you  ? 
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Dr.  ofEpJu  Money  !— Oh,  the  money  that  I  had  on 
Wednefday  laft,  to  pay  for  mending  my 
Miftrefs's  faddle.-— The  fadler  had  it,  fir, 
I  kept  it  not, 

An.  of  Syr,  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now  5 
TeW  me,  and  dally  not — where  is  the  money  ? 
We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  trull 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

Dr.  ofEph,  I  pray  you,  jell,  fir,  as  you  fit  at  dinner— 
I  from  my  millrefs  come  to  you  in  halle.  ' 
Methinks  your  ftomach,  like  mine,  Ihould  be  your  clock> 
And  fend  you  home  without  a  melTenger. 

Jn.  of  Syr.  Come,  Dromio,  come  thefe  jells  are  out  of  feafon  ; 
Referve  them  'till  a  merrier  hour  than  this. — 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  To  me,  fir  1 — why,  you  gave  no  gold  to  me  ! 
Jn.  of  Syr   Come,  come,  have  done  your  fooliihncfs. 
And  tell  me  how  thou  hall  difpos'd  my  charge. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  ths  mart 
Home  to  your  houfe,  the  Phoenix,  fir,  to  dinner ; 
My  millrefs  and  her  fider  Hay  for  you. 

yin.  of  Syr.  Now,  as  I  am  a  Chriilian,  anfvver  me. 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  bellow'd  my  money  ; 
Or  I  fhall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  your's. 
That  Hands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd. 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks  thou  had'ft  of  me  ? 

Dr,  of  Eph.  I  have  fome  marks  of  your's  upon  my  pate. 
Some  of  my  millrefs'  marks  upon  my  Ihoulders, 
Between  you  both  they  make  perhaps  a  thoufand  : 
If  I  fhould  pay  your  worfhip  thefe  again. 
Perchance  you  will  not  take  it  patiently. 

An,  of  Syr.  Thy  millrefs'  marks !— What  miflrefs.  Have,  hall 
thou  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Your  worlhip's  wife,  my  millrefs,  at  the  Phcsnix, 
She  that  doth  fall  till  you  come  home  to  dinner. 
And  prays  that  you  will  hafie  you. 

An.  of  Syr.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face. 
Being  forbid  ?— There,  take  you  that,  fir  knave. 

Dr.  of  Eph  .  What  mean  you,  fir  ?— for  Heaven's  fake,  hold 
your  hands — 

Nay,  an  you  will  not,  fir,  I'll  take  my  heels.  [Exit, 

An.  of  Syr.  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other> 
The  villain  has  been  trick'd  of  all  my  money. 
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They  fay  this  town  is  full  of  cozenage ; 
If  it  proves  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooncr. 
Mi%uided  by  my  hopes,  in  doubt  I  Uray, 
To  feek  what  I,  perchnnce,  may  never  find. 
May  not  the  cruel  hand  of  deftiny. 
Ere  this,  have  render'd  all  my  fearches  vain  ? 
If  fo,  how  wretched  has  my  folly  made  me  ! 
In  lucklefs  hour,  alas !  I  left  my  home. 
And  the  fond  comforts  of  a  father's  love. 
That  only  blifs  my  fortune  had  in  ftore. 

For  dubious  pleafures  on  a  foreign  lliore.  [Exit 
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Jicr  11,    SCENE  1. 


A  Chamber     A  n  t>i  p  h  o  l  i  s  o/"  Ephesus^s  House.  Enter  A d  R  i  a  n  a 

««</LuCIANA. 

yldriana. 

Neither  my  husband,  nor  the  slave  returned. 
That,  in  sucn  hafte^  I  fent  to  feek  his  mailer  ? 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  o'clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps  fome  merchant  has  invited  him. 
And  from  the  mart,  he 's  lomewhere  gone  to  dinner. 
Good  filler,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret ; 
A  man  is  nvifler  of  his  liberty. 
Will  come,  or  go — therefore  be  patient,  liller- 

Jd.  Why      lild  their  liberty  be  more  than  ours  ? 

Luc.  Efcaule  their  bus'r:efs  ftili  lies  out  of  door. 

Ad.  Look,  when  I  fervc  iiiai  fo,  he  cakes  it  ill.  v 

Luc.  He  i;-  the  bridle  of  your  ad^ions,  filter. 

Ad.  None,  but  an  idcot,  would  u  •  bridled  fo. 

Luc.  Why,  headllrong  liberty  belongs  to  man,  , 
And  ill  beiits  a  wom.sn'c  jer.ile  n-ind. 
There 's  nothing  fituate  under  Pleaven's  eyCj 
But  hath  it's  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,  and  air  ; 
The  bcairs,  uie  filh-^'j,  anc*  tlit  winged  tribes. 
Are  their  males  fubjcds,  an:)  at  their  controul. 
Man,  mere  divine,  the  mailer  of  them  all 
Indued  with  intclle£lual  fcnfe  and  foul. 
Is  mailer  to  his  female — n?.y  her  lord  ! 
Let  then  your  v?  ill  attend  on  his  ccm.mands. 

Ad.  This  fervitude  makes  you  remain  unwed. 

Luc.  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage  Hate. 

Ad.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome  rule. 

Luc.  Before  I  wed  I'll  praftise  to  obey. 

Ad.  How,  if  your  husband  Hart  fome  other  where  ? 

Luc.  With  all  the  gentle,  artificial  means. 
That  patient  meeknels,  and  domeltic  cares 
Could  bring  to  my  relief,  1  would  beguile 
The  intervening  hours,  till  he,  tir'd  out 
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With  empty  tranfient  pleafures,  fhould  return 
To  feek  content  and  happinefs  at  home — 
With  smiles  I  *d  welcome  him,  and  put  in  pra£lice 
Each  foothing  art,  that  kindnefs  could  fuggeft,. 
To  wean  his  mind  from  fuch  delufive  joys. 

Ad,  O  fpecial  reafoning  !  well  may  they  be  patient. 
Who  never  had  a  cauCe  for  anger  given  them  I 
How  eafily  we  cure  another's  grief  I 
But,  were  we  burthen'd  with  like  weight  of  woe. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourfelves  complain. 
So  thou,  who  hast  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee, 
Would'fl:  comfort  me,  by  urging  helplefs  patience  ; 
But  fliould'ft  thou  live  to  fee  thefe  griefs  thine  own. 
This  boafted  patience  would  be  thrown  afide. 

Luc»  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try — 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  husband  near. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus, 

Ad.  Say,  is  your  tardy  mailer  now  at  hand  ? 

i?r.  of  Eph,  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that  my  two 
ears  can  vvitnefs. 

Ad.  Say,  did'ft  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  know'H:  thou  his  mind  ? 

Vr.  of  Eph.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  my  ear ; 
Beihrew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underfcand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not  find  his  meaning  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Nay  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well  feel  his 
blows  :  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  could  fcarce  underftand 
them. 

Ad.  But  fay,  I  pray  thee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  feems,  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife  1 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Why,  miftrefs,  fure  my  mailer  is  horn-mad. 
Luc.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ! 

Dr.  of  Eph.  I  mean  not  cuckold-mad,  but  fure  he 's  ftark-mad. 
When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner. 
He  afk'd  me  for  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold. 
'Tis  dinner  time,  quoth  I — my  gold,  quoth  he — 
Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I — my  gold,  quoth  he — 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  ? 
The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd — my  gold,  quoth  he — 
My  miitrefs,  fir,  quoth  I — hang  up  thy  miftrefs ! 
I  do  not  know  thy  mistrefs — -out  on  thy  miftrefs  I 

Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph,  Quoth  my  mafter — - 


i6 


THE  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 


I  know,  quotli  he,  no  lioufe,  no  wife,  no  miftrefs ; 

So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  iny  tongue, 

I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  Ihoulders — 

For,  in  conclusion,  he  did  beat  me  hither. 

Ad,  Go  back  again,  thou  Have,  and  fetch  him  home. 
Dr.  ef  Eph.  Go  back  agviin,  and  be  new  beaten  home  I 

For  heaven's  fake,  fend  fome  other  mciTenger. 

y^d.  Hence,  prating  peafant  !  fetch  thy  raafcer  home. 
Dr.  of  Eph.  Am  I  lo  round  with  you,  as  you  with  me,. 

That,  like  a  foot-ball,  you  do  fpurn  me  thuci  ? 

You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither. 

If  I  laft  in  this  fervice,  you  muR  cafe  me  jn  leather. 
Luc.  Fie  1  how  impatience  lowereth  on  your  brow  ! 
Jd.  His  company  muH  do  his  minions  grace. 

While  I,  at  home,  ftarve  for  a  cheerful  Isok. 
Hath  homely  age  th'  alluring  beauty  ilole 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  no,  he  hath  walkd  it. 

Are  my  difcourfes  low  ?  barren  my  wit  ? 
If  voluble  and  (harp  difcourfe  be  duU'd, 
Unkindnefs  blunts  it  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  vellments  his  afFedUons  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  fault — he 's  mailer  of  my  fortune*. 
What  ruins  are  in  me,  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ? — Then  is  he  the  caufe 
Of  my  defeatures — my  decayed  beauty, 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair  : 
But,  too  unruly  deer  1  he  breaks  the  pale. 
And  feeds  from  home — poor  I  am  left  defpis'd. 
Luc.  Self-harming  jealoufy  !  fie  1  beat  it  hence. 
Ad.  I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  other-where. 
Or  elfe,  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  knov/  he  promis'd  me  a  bracelet — 
Some  llranger  fair  hath  caught  his  truant  eye. 
And  triumphs  in  the  gifts  defign'd  for  me. 
Such  trifles  yet  with  eafe  I  could  forego. 
So  I  were  fure  he  left  his  heart  at  home  ! 
I  fee  the  jewel  befc  enameled 
Will  lofe  its  lullre — fo  doth  Adriana — 
Whom  once,  unwearied  with  continual  gazing. 
He  fondly  call'd  the  treafure  of  his  life  ! 
Now,  fince  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye, 
I  '11  weep  what 's  left  away,  and  weeping  die.  [^Exeunt 
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SCENE  II, 


fhe  Mart.    Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracuse^ 

An.  of  Syr.  The  gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
v^afc  at  the  Centaur,  and  the  heedful  flave 
Is  wander'd  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
Oh  !  here  he  comes — 

Enter  D ROM  10  of  Syrdcufe, 

How  now,  fir  ?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd  ? 
As  you  love  ftrokes,  fo  jeft  with  me  again. 
You  knew  no  Centaur  1  you  receiv'd  no  gold  ! 
Your  miflrefs  sent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  1 
My  houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix !  wert  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  ftrangely  thou  did'ft  anfwer  me? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  What  anfwer,  fir  ?  when  fpake  I  fuch  a  word  ? 

An.  of  Syr.  Ev'n  now,  ev'n  here  ;  not  half  an  hour  finee* 

Dr.  of  Syr.  I  did  not  fee  you,  fmce  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

An.  of  Syr.  Villain,  thou  did'fl:  deny  the  gold's  receipt^ 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  miftrefs  and  a  dinner  J 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt'ft  I  was  difpleafed. 

Dr,  of  Syr.  I 'm  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  ; 
What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  mafter^  tell  me  ? 

An.  of  Syr.  What,  dost  thou  jeer,  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth? 
Think'ft  thou  I  jeft  ?  there  take  thou  that,  and  that. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Hold,  fir,  for  heaven's  fake  ;  now  your  jeft 

earn eft  

Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

yjn.  of  Syr.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  sometimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool>  and  chat  with  you. 
Your  faucinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love. 
And  make  a  common  of  my  ferious  hours. 
When  the  fun  ftiines,  let  foolifli  gnats  make  fportj 
But  cr-eep  in  crannies,  when  he  hides  his  beams. 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  then  know  my  afpedl. 
And  faftiion  your  demeanor  to  my  looks. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  I  pray,  fir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

An.  of  Syr.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr,  Nothing,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 
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An,  of  Syr.  Why  firft,  for  flouting  rae,  and  then  for  urging 
It  in  spight  of  my  affertion  to  the  contrary. 
Is  dinner  ready  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  No,  sir,  I  think  the  meat  wants  what  I've  got. 

An.  of  Syr.  What's  that? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Why  bafting,  fir  ! 

Jn.  of  Syr.  No  more,  thou  knave!  for  fee  who  wafts  us  yonder. 
This  way  they  hafte,  and  by  their  geftures  feem 
To  point  out  me — what  should  they  mean,  I  trow  ? 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luci  an  a. 
Ad.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholis,  look  strange  and  frown. 
Some  other  mittrefs  hath  fome  fwceter  alpeft, 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  unurg'd,  wou'dft  vow. 

That  never  words  were  muflc  to  thine  ear. 

That  never  objed  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 

That  never  touch  were  welcome  to  thine  hand. 

That  never  food  well-favour'd  to  the  tafte, 

Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carvM. 

How  comes  it  now,  my  husband,  oh  !  how  comes  it, 

That  thou  art  thus  eftranged  to  thyfelf  ? 

Thyfelf,  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me — 

Oh  !  do  not  tear  thyfelf  away  from  me  ; 

For  know,  my  love,  as  eafy  may'ft  thou  fall 

A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulph. 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again. 

As  take  from  me  thyfelf. — 

How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 

Should'fl  thou  but  hear  I  were  licentious  ? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  toe,  and  fpurn  me  from  thee. 

And  hurl  the  name  of  husband  in  my  face. 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  {kin  off  my  harlot  brow, 

Yea,  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding-ring. 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  votv  ? — 

I  know  thou  wou'd'ft,  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it  I 

For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 

I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  crimes. 

Keep  then  fair  league,  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed, 

I  live  unftain'd,  thou  undiftionoured. 

An.  of  Syr.  Plead  you  to  me>  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you  not ; 
In  Ephesus  I  am  but  two  hours  old. 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town  as  to  your  talk. 

Luc»  Fie,  brother  !  how  the  world  is  chang'd  with  you  I 
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When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  filler  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner. 

An,  of  Syr.  By  Dromio  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  By  me  ! 

Jii.  By  thee,  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him. 
That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  blows. 
Denied  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

An.  of  Syr.  Did  you  converfe,  fir,  with  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Dr,  of  Syr,  I,  fir! — I  never  faw  her,  'till  this  moment. 

An.  of  Syr.  Villain,  thou  lieft,  for  even  her  very  words 
Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

Dr,  of  Syr.  I  never  fpoke  with  her  in  all  my  life. 

An.  of  Syr.  How  can  she  then  thus  call  us  by  our  names, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

yJd.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity. 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofsly  with  your  Have, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  I — 
Come,  I  will  faften  thus  upon  thy  arm  ; 
Thou  art  an  elm,  my  husband,  I  a  vine, 
Whofe  weaknefs,  married  to  thy  ftronger  ftate. 
Shares  in  thy  virtues,  and  partakes  thy  ftrength. 
If  aught  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
Ufurping  ivy,  idle  mofs,  or  briar. 
Who,  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrufion, 
Infedl  thy  fap,  and  live  on  thy  deftruftion. 

An.  of  Syr.  To  me  she  fpeaks — she  moves  me  for  her  theam 
What  was  I  married  to  her,  in  my  fleep ; 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  dream  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  thus  deceives  our  eyes  and  ears  ? 
Yet,  that  the  myftery  I  may  explore, 
'  I  '11  seem  to  entertain  the  fallacy. 

Luc.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  fervants  spread  for  dinner. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Meaning  me  ? 

Luc,  Ay,  thee,  thou  Aug  ! 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Spread  for  dinner  1 

An.  of  Syr.  Am  I  alive  ?  Am  I  Antipbolis  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking?  Mad,  or  well — advis'd  I 
Known  unto  ihefe,  yet  to  myfelf  unknown — 
Fain  would  I  learn  from  whence  thefe  wonders  flow — 
But  that  I  almost  fear  to  trace  the  fource. 
So  strange  is  every  thing  I  fee  and  hear, 

A<^.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool. 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  eye,  and  weep. 
While  man  and  master  laugh  my  woes  to  fcorn. 
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Come,  fir,  to  dinner — Dromio,  keep  the  gate- 
Husband,  I  '11  dine  above  with  you  to-day 
And  Ihrive  you  of  a  thousand  idle  pranks. 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  master. 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter. 
Come,  sister  1 — Dromio,  play  the  porter  well. 

[Exeunt, 

Manet  Dromio^  Syracufe. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Spread  for  dinner.    I  sm  afraid  I  fhall 
Be  fomewhat  aukward,  as  I  am  not 
Acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  houfe, 
Tho'  I  fuppofe  they'll  be  fo  courteous 
As  to  inftrudl  a  new-comer.    Ay,  there  they  go — = 
The  houfe  with  the  green  doors,  and  have  taken 
My  mafter  with  'em  ;  I  muft  follow — Sure 
We  are  in  the  fairy  land,  andconverfe  with 
'Sprights  and  goblins.    I  willi  they  may'nt  have 
Infefted  my  poor  mailer  already  ;  for,  even 
Now,  he  fwore  to  a  difcourfc,  I  held  with  him 
On  the  Mart ;  when  I  can  fvvear,  I  was  talking 
To  the  llrong  box  at  the  Centaur. — Mighty  odd 
All  this  1    However,  my  comfort  is,  that  whatfoever 
Mifchief  we  light  on,  the  mafter  takes  place 
Of  the  fervant,  and  mufi:  fall  into  it  firft. 

[Exit, 
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ACT  IIL    SC^NE  L 


A  Street  y  ivlth  a  vieiM  of  A  n  T  i  p  H  o  L  i  s '  j  Hou/e.    Enter  A  n  t  I  - 
T  HOLii  of  Ephefus,  Dkoiaiq  of  Ephefus,  Angelo,  ^k^Bai,- 

TH  AS  AR. 

«.  AntiphoUs  of  Ephefus* 

Good  Signer  Angelo,  you  muft  excufe  us ; 

My  wife  is  fhrewifti,  when  I  keep  not  hours. 

Say,  that  I  linger'd  with  you  at  your  ihop. 

To  fee  the  making  of  her  bracelet. 

And  that  to-morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 

Bat  here's  a  villain,  that  would  face  me  down 

He  met  me  on  the  mart,  and  that  I  beat  him. 

And  charged  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold. 

And  that  1  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe. — 

Thou  drunkard,  thou,  what  didll  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Say  what  you  will,  fir,  but  I  know  what  I  know. 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  mart,  I  have  the  marks  to  witnefs. 

yJn.  of  Eph,  Silence,  thou  fot,  or  I  fhall  fober  thee  ! — 
You're  fad,  Signor  Balthafar ;  pray  Heaven  our  cheer  may  an- 
fwer  my  good-will,  and  your  good  welcome. — But  foft  my  door 
is  lock'd — Sirrah,  ring  the  bell. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Oh,  he's  a  little  foberer,  and  he  does  know  his 
own  house  now.  {^Rivgs, 

An.  of  Eph,  V/ill  they  not  hear  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  In  good  truth,  I  think  they  will  not, — My  mif* 
trefs,  fure,  means  to  be  quits  with  you,  mailer — you  denied  her 
a  while  ago,  and  no  v  fhe's  determined  to  deny  you. 

j'Ln.  of  Eph.  Have  done,  thou  varlet.  Call  to  them,  bid  them 
let  us  in. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian,  Madge  ! 

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Within.]  Mome,  Malt-horfe,  Capon,  Coxcomb, 
Ideot,  Patch  1 — Doll  thou  conjure  for  wenches,  that  thou  call'll 
for  fuch  ilore,  when  one  is  one  to  many. — Go  get  thee  from  the 
gate  ! 


22 


THE   COMEDY   OF  ERRORS. 


Z)n  of  EpJu  What  patch  is  made  our  porter  ? — :My  mafter  ftays 
iH  the  Itreet. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Within.'\  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came, 
left  he  catch  cold  in  his  feet. 

A'n.  of  Eph.  Who  talks  within  there  ? — Hoa,  open  the  door. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Within,]  Right,  fir, — I'll  tell  you  when,  an  you'll 
tell  me  wherefore. 

yln»  of  Eph.  What  art  thou,  there,  that  keep'ft  me  from  mine 
own  houfe  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Within.']  The  porter,  fir,  and  my  name  is  Dromio. 
Dr.  of  Eph,  O,  villain,  thou  haft  ftole  both  mine  office  and  my 
name. 

Bridget,  [Within.]  Why,  what  a  coil  is  there  ; — Dromio,  who 
are  thofe  at  the  door  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Let  my  mafter  in,  Bridget. 

Bridget.  [Within.]  Peace,  fool!  thy  matter's  here  already. 

An.  of  Eph.  Do  you  hear,  you  minion,  you'll  let  us  in,  I  trow  ? 

Bridget.  [Within.]  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Mafter,  knock  at  the  door  hard. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Within.]  Let  him  knock  till  it  ake. 

Adriana^  [Within.]  Who  is  at  the  gate,  that  keeps  all  this 
noife  ? 

An.  of  Eph.  Are  you  there,  wife  ? — you  might  have  come  be- 
fore. 

Ad.  [Within.]  Your  wife,  fir  knave  ! — Go,  get  you  from  the 
gate. 

An.  of  Eph.  Get  from  the  gate  ? — What  means  this  faucy  lan- 
guage? 

There's  fomething  more  in  this  1  Why,  Adriana  ! 

Ad.  [Within.]  Hence,  you  familiar  coxcomb  !    Ceafe  your 
noife. 

Or  you  {hall  dearly  pay  for  all  this  outrage.  

Dromio,  be  fure  you  keep  faft  the  doors  againft  'em. 
An.  of  Eph.  Why,  wife,  I  fay  

Dr.  of  Syr.  [Wiihin,]  She's  gone  back  to  dinner,  fir,  to  take  a 
refreftiing  cup,  and  has  no  time  to  anfwer  idle  queftions  now. 

An.  (f  Eph.  Now,  on  my  foul,  fome  ftrange  myfterious  guile. 
Lurks  underneath  this  unaccuftom'd  ufage. 

Some  fhameful  minion  here  is  entertain'd  

Shall  1  be  thus  ftiut  forth  from  my  own  houfe. 
While  they  are  revelling  to  my  diftionour? 

Go,  fetch  an  inftrument  I'll  break  the  door^ 

Shatter  it  all  to  pieces,  but  I'll  enter. 
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Bal,  Have  patience,  fir  O,  let  it  not  be  thus. 

Herein  you  war  againft  your  reputation. 

And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpedt 

Th'  inviolated  honour  of  your  wife. 

Your  long  experience  of  her  wifdom,  fir. 

Her  fober  virtue,  years,  and  modefty. 

Plead,  on  her  part,  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown  ; 

And,  doubt  it  not,  but  (he  will  well  excufe 

Why,  at  this  time,  the  doors  are  barr'd  again ll  you. 
Angela .  Be  rul'd  by  me — depart  in  patience. 

And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner ; 

And,  about  evening,  come  yourfelf  alone. 

To  know  the  reafon  of  this  ftrange  reftraint. 

If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in. 

Now,  in  the  flirring  pafTage  of  the  day^ 

A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  oNt ; 

And  that  fuppofed,  by  the  common  rout^  - 

Againit  your  yet  ungalled  eflimation. 

That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in. 

And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead. 

For  flander  lives  ev'n  to  poflerity. 

For  ever  hous'd  when  once  it  gets  pofTeffion. 

Jin.  of  Eph.  You  have  prevail'd — I  will  depart  in  quiet. 
And  in  defpite  of  wrath,  try  to  be  merry. 
I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe. 
Pretty  and  witty — wild,  and  yet  right  gentle; 

There  will  we  dine.  This  woman  th^it  1  mean. 

My  wife  (but,  1  proteft,  without  defert) 

Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal. 

To  her  will  we  to  dinner.    Get  you  home. 

And  fetch  the  jewel — by  this  I  guefs  'tis  made--- 

Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine, 

For  there's  the  houfe,  and  there  will  I  beftow  it, 

(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpite  my  wife) 

Upon  mine  hoflefs.    Good  fir,  ufe  difpatch. 

Angela,  I'll  meet  you  at  that  place  fome  hour,  fir,  hence. 

An,  of  Eph,  I  thank  you,  fir.  And  now,  my  dainty  wife. 

Checking  my  rage,  I'll  leave  you  to  your  follies 

Some  few  fhort  hours ;  enjoy  them  while  you  may. 

Perchance  to-morrow  you  may  rue  your  jeft.  \Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 


J  Garden.    Antipholis  cf  Sjracufe,  Adriana,  Luciaka* 
audloiEKUi  K  difco'vered. 

I 

Ad.  Why,  why  was  I  to  this  keen  mock'ry  born? 
How  at  your  hands  have  I  deferv'd  this  coldnefs  ? 
In  footh,  you  do  nie  wrong. ---There  was  a  time 
V/hen  I  belit:v'd  (fo  fond  was  my  credulity) 
The  iun  was  fcarce  fo  true  unto  the  day. 
As  you  to  me. 

An.  of  Syr.  I  would  fome  friendly  light 
Might  chafe  away  the  mill  that  cloudb  our  fancies. 
And  give  this  dream  a  meaning  '.---True,  I  fee, 
Thefe  beauteous  bowers,  in  nature's  fragrance  rich; 
Behold  the  painted  children  of  her  hand, 
Flauniing  in  gay  luxuriance  all  around. 
I  fee  imperial  Fhcebus'  trembling  beam 
Dance  on  the  curly  brook  ;  whofe  gentle  current 
Glides  imperceptibly  away,  fcarce  ll-iying 
To  kifs  th'  embracing.bank. 

yid.  So  glides  away 
Thy  hafty  love— (O,  apt  allufion  !) 
And  mocks  my  conftant  and  attentive  care. 
That  feeks  in  vain  to  keep  it. 

Luc.  Dcarelt  brother. 
Why  turn  on  me  your  eyes  ? — regard  my  filler. 
Who  with  fuch  earnefc  iuitfolicits  you 
To  heal  her  wounded  peace. 

Ad.  It  cannot  be 
But  that  fome  phrenzy  hath  poffcft  his  mind, 
Elfe  could  he  not  with  cold  indifference  hear 

His  Adriana  pleading.  Mufic's  voice 

O'er  fuch  entranced  difpofitions 

Hath  oft'  a  macic  power,  and  can  recall 

The  wand'riRg  faculties.    Good  coufin  Hermia, 

Affay  thofe  melting  flrains,  whercwithj  thou  told'il  me, 

Forfaken  Julia  labour'd  to  retrieve 

Lyfandw'i's  truant  heart. 


THE   COMEDY   OF  ERRORS. 


SONG,  by  Mrs.  Cl  E  N  D I  N  I N  :7 . 
Set  by  Mr.  Michael  Arne, 

Stray  not  to  thofe  dijlant  plains^ 

From  thy  comfort  do  not  rove, 
I'arry  in  tliefe  peaceful  glens, 

Iread  the  do-wny  paths  of  love  : 
Is  not  this  fequefer^d  fhade 

Richer  than  the  proud  alcove  ? 
Tarry  in  this  beauteous  glade, 

Tarry  here  n,vith  me  and  love. 

Lijlen  to  the  njjoodlark'' s  note, 

Lijien  to  the  cooing  dove. 
Hark  !  the  throjile's  mellonx)  throat. 

All  uniting,  carrol  love  : 
See  the  limpid  brooks  around. 

Winding  through  the  varied  grove', 
This  is  pajjion^s  fairy  ground. 

Tart  J  here  vjith  me  and  love. 

Ad.  Sifter,  there  is  fome  magic  in  thine  eye 
That  hath  infedled  his — Perchance  to  thee 
He  may  unfold  the  fource  of  his  dillemp'raturc  : 
For  me,  no  longer  will  I  fae  for  that 
My  right  may  claim  ;  loofe  infidelity 
And  lawlefs  paffion  hath  eftrang'd  his  foul. 
Yet  think,  my  hufband,  could'ft  thou  bear  the  like  ? 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 
Should'ft  thou  but  hear  I  were  licentious  I 
Would'ft  thou  not  fcofF at  me,  and  fpurn  me  from  thee 
Or  hurl  the  name  of  hufband  in  my  face. 
And  tear  the  ftain'd  Ikia  off  my  harlot  brow  ? 
Yea,  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding  ring. 
And  break  it  with  a  deep  divorcing  vow  ? 
J  know  thou  would'!!:,  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  it; 
For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 
I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  crimes. 
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Preferve  then  equal  league  with  the  fair  bed  ; 

Keep  me  unftain'd,  thou  undiflionour'd  live,       [Exit  tvith  Her* 

Luc,  And  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
A  hufband's  office  ?  Shall  Antipholis, 
Ev'n  in  the  fpring  of  love,  thy  love  paflion  fade  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  fifter  for  her  wealth. 
Then  for  her  wealth's  fake,  ufe  her  with  more  kindnefs ; 
Or,  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  in  fecret ; 
Let  not  my  fifter  read  it  in  your  eye. 
Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  lhame's  orator  ; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair,  become  difloyalty. 
Apparel  vice  like  virtue's  harbinger.  

y/fi.  of  Syr  Now  by  the  air  we  breathe,  I  vow,  bright  dame. 
My  fenfes  are  all  fmother'd  up  in  wonder ; 
All  but  my  light — with  that,  methinks  I  view 
An  angel  pleading  ; — and,  while  thus  delighted, 
I  may  perufe  the  graces  of  that  brow, 
I  will  not  wifh  the  myftery  unfolded. 
But  to  your  chidings  pay  fubmiffive  awe. 
As  to  an  holy  maBdate.  Speak,  fpeak  on. 

Luc.  Be  fecret  falfe — why  need  fhe  be  acquainted  ? 
What  fimple  thief  brags  of  his  own  bad  deeds  ? 
'Tis  double  wrong  to  truant  with  your  bed. 
And  let  her  read  it  in  your  looks  at  board. 
Ill  deeds  are  doubled  by  an  evil  word. 
**  Alas,  poor  women  ! — make  us  but  believe 
**  (Being  compaft  of  credit)  that  you  love, 
"  We  in  your  motions  turn,  are  led  by  you, 
*'  And  eafily  accord  to  what  we  wilh." 
Then,  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  : 
And  call  my  fifter,  wife — comfort  her — cheer  her — 
'Tis  holy  fport  to  be  a  little  falfe. 
When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ftrife. 

yh.  of  Syr.  Sweet  miftrefs,  let  me  call  you  by  that  name. 
Teach  me.  Oh  teach  me  how  to  think,  and  anfwer ; 
Lay  open  to  my  ftiallow  grofs  conceit. 
The  folded  meaning  of  your  fugar'd  words. 
Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth,  why  labour  you. 
To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  path  ? 
Are  you  a  goddefs  ?  Would  you  new  create  me  ? 
Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  power  I'll  yield. 
But  if  I  am  Antipholis,  I  fwear 
Your  weeping  fifter  is  no  wife  to  me.— 
O,  no  !  to  you  alone  my  foul  inclines ; 
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Then  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  voice. 
To  drown  me  in  thy  fifter's  Flood  of  tears  I 

Sing,  fyren,  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  doat  !  [Kneels, 

Spread  o'er  the  filver  waves  thy  gloiiy  locks. 

And  as  a  bed  I'll  take  thee,  there  I'll  lie. 

And,  in  that  glorious  fuppofition,  think 

He  gains  by  death  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  thus  ? 

jifi.  of  Syr.  Not  mad, — enchanted;  how,  I  do  not  know, 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

j^n.  of  Syr,  For  gazing  on  your  dazling  beams,  fair  fun. 

Luc.  Gaze  where  you  Ihould,  and  that  will  clear  your  fight. 

An.  of  Syr.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on  darknef*. 

Luc.  Why  call  you  me,  love  ?  call  my  filler  fo. 

An.  of  Syr.  Thy  fifter's  filler.  , 

Luc.  That's  my  fifter. 

An.  of  Syr.  No; 
It  is  thy  felf,  my  own  felPs  better  half. 
My  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart. 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim. 

Luc.  All  this  my  fifter  is,  or  elfe  fhould  be. 

An.  of  Syr,  Call  thyfelf  fifter,  fweet,  for  thee  I  mean  ; 

Thee  will  I  love,  with  thee  would  fpend  my  days.  

Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc,  Oh,  foft,  fir,  hold  you  ftill. 
I'll  feek  my  fifter,  to  get  her  confent ; 

If  fhe  approve,  I  fhall  accord,  no  doubt.  [Exit, 

An.  of  Syr.  O,  fubtle  power !  O,  foil  too  capable  \ 
Scarce  had  her  fun  of  beauty  warm'd  my  heart. 
When  the  gay  flower  of  love,  difclofing  fragrance. 
Sprung  up  at  once,  andbloffom'd  to  perfeftion. 
Ere  well  the  bud  was  feen.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio  ? 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

Where  run'ft  thou  fo  faft  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr,  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ?  Am  I  Dromio  ?  Am  I  your 
man?  Am  I  myfelf ? 

/in,  of  Syr.  Thou  art  Dromio,  thou  art  my  man,  thou  art  thy- 
felf. 

Dr.  efSyr.  I  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  and  beftde  my- 
felf. 

An.  of  Syr,  What  woman's  man  ?  and  how  befide  thyfelf? 
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Dr.  of  Syr.  Marry,  fir,  befide  myfelf,  I  am  due  to  a  woman  ; 
one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  that  will  have  me. 
Jin.  of  Syr.  What  claim  lays  (he  to  thee  r 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Marry,  fir,  fuCh  claim  as  you  would  lay  to  your 
horfe. 

An.  of  Syr.  What  is  Ihe? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  A  very  reverend  body ;  and  though  I  have  but 
lean  luck  in  the  match,  yet  llie  is  a  wondrous  fat  marriage. — 
Sir,  fhe's  the  kitchen  wench,  all  greafe  ;  and  I  know  not  what 
ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to  make  a  hnr.p  of  her,  and  run  from  her 
by  her  own  light. 

yJn.  of  Syr.  I'll  warrant  the  rags,  and  the  tallow  in  them,  will 
burn  a  Poland  winter. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  They  would,  indeed,  fir.  To  conclude;  this 

drudge  laid  claim  to  me,  call'd  me  Dromio,  fwore  I  was  betrothed 
to  her,  told  me  what  fecret  marks  I  had  about  me  ;  as  the  marks 
on  my  fhoulder,  the  mole  in  my  neck,  the  great  wart  on  my  left 
arm,  that  I,  amaz'd,  ran  from  her,  as  a  witch — and  I  think,  if 
my  breaft  had  not  been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of  Heel,  (he 
would  have  transform'd  me  to  a  cunal  dog,  and  made  me  turn 
in  the  wheel. 

Jn.  of  Syr.  Sure,  none  but  witches  can  inhabit  here. 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  we  were  hence. 
Go,  hie  thee  prefently,  poll  to  the  road. 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fhore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to-night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  mart. 

Where  I  will  walk  'till  thou  return  to  me.  [Exit. 

Dr  of  Syr.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life. 
So  I  from  her  that  fwears  ihe  is  my  wife.  [Exit. 


SCENE  III. 


The  Street.   Re-enter  Antipholiso/  Sjracufe  from  Antipholis 
of  Ephefus*  Hoiifcy  meeting  An  gel  o  ■■with  a  Bracelet. 

ylngelo.  Mafter  Antipholus ! 

yjn.  of  Syr.  Ay,  that's  my  name. 

Angela.  I  know  it  well,  fir — Lo,  here  is  the  bracelet; 
I  thought  to  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine, 
It  being  unfinilh'd,  made  my  ftay  thus  long. 

An.  of  Syr.  What  is  your  will  that  I  lliould  do  with  this  ? 
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Angela.  Ev'n  what  you  pleafe,  fir, — I  have  made  it  for  you. 

An.  of  Syr.  Made  it  for  me,  fir  1  I  never  once  befpoke  it. 

Angela.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  twenty  times  you  have. 
Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal. 
About  your  fupper  time  I'll  vifit  you. 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  bracelet. 

An.  of  Syr.  I  pray  you,  lir,  fmce  you  will  force  it  on  me. 
Receive  the  money  now. 
For  fear  you  ne*er  fee  that  or  jewel  more. 

Angela.  You  are  a  merry  man,  fir — fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

An.  of  Syr.  Wonder  on  wonder  rifes  every  moment ! 
"What  I  fiiould  think  cf  this  I  cannot  tell ; 
However  ftrange,  here  on  my  arm  I'll  wear  it, 
Preferve  it  fafe,  as  fortune's  happy  pledge. 
Oft'  as  it  ftrikes  my  eye,  I'll  heave  a  figh. 
And  fay,  the  felf-fame  hour  that  gave  thee  to  me. 
Gave  me  to  gaze  on  Luciana's  eyes — 
So  will  I  make  a  profit  of  a  chance. 
And  treafure  up  a  comfort  in  afflidtion. 
Unwillingly  I  go — my  wounded  foul, 
(Howe'er  from  Ephefus  my  body  part) 

Lingers  behind  in  Luciana's  heart.  [Exit, 
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JCr  IF.    SCENE  I, 


The  Mart,    Enter  Second  Merchant^  An  g  e  lo,  and  an  Officer, 

Second  Merchant, 

You  know  fince  Pentecoft  the  fum  is  due  ; 
And  fmce  I  have  not  much  imporrun'd  you. 
Nor  had  I  now,  fir,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Perfia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage. 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfadtion. 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Angela,  Ev'n  juft  the  fum  that  I  do  owe  to  you. 
Is  growing  to  me  from  Antipholis ; 
And  in  theinftant  that  I  met  with  you. 
He  had  of  me  a  bracelet — at  five  o'clock 
I  {hall  receive  the  money  for  the  fame. 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
3  will  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

Officer,  That  labour  you  may  fpare — fee  where  he  comes. 

^«/fr  Antipholis  of  Ephefus^  and  Dromio  ofEphefus, 

An.  of  Eph,  While  I  go  to  the  goldfmith's  houfe,  go  thou 
And  buy  a  rope's-end — that  will  1  beftow 
Among  the  bafe  confederates  of  my  wife. 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  to-day. 

But  foft,  I  fee  the  goldfmith  get  thee  gone 

To  buy  the  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me.  [Exit  Dr. 

A  man  is  well  holpe  up,  that  trulls' to  you  : 

I  promis'd  me  your  prefcnce,  and  the  bracelet ; 

But  neither  that  nor  goldfmith  came  to  me. 

Angela,  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  note 
How  much  your  jewel  weighs,  to  th*  utmoft  carat. 
The  finenefs  of  the  gold,  and  chargeful  fafiiion. 
Make  it  amount  to  three  odd  ducats  more 
Than  I  Hand  'debted  to  this  gentleman. 
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I  pray  you  fee  him  prefently  difchargM, 
For  he  is  bound  to  fea,  and  ftays  but  for  it. 

jhi.  o/Eph.  I  am  not  furnifh'd  with  the  fum  about  me, 
Befides  I  have  fome  bufinefs  in  the  town. 
Good  Signor,  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe. 
And  with  you  take  the  bracelet. — Bid  my  wife 
Difljurfe  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof. 
Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you. 

Angela.  Then  you  will  bring  the  bracelet  there  yourfelf  ? 

An.  of  Eph.  No,  do  you  bear  it,  left  I  come  not  time  enough. 

Angela.  Well,  fir,  I  will  then — have  you  it  about  you  ? 

An.  of  Eph.  An  if  I  have  not,  fir,  I  hope  you  have. 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  money. 

Angela.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you,  fir,  give  me  the  jewel. 
Both  wind  and  tide  ftay  for  the  gentleman. 
And  I,  to  blame,  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

An.  of  Eph.  I  guefs  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  at  the  Porcupine. 
I  Ihould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it. 
Hut,  like  a  flirew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl. 

2dMer.  The  hour  fteals  on — I  pray  you,  fir,  difpatch. 

Angela.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me  ; — the  bracelet  

An.  of  Eph.  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch  your  money. 

Angela.  Come,  come,  you  know  I  gave  it  you  even  now  ; 
Or  give  it  me,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 

An.  of  Eph.  Fie  !  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath — 
Come,  where  is  it  ? — I  pray  you  let  me  fee  it. 

2d  Mer,  My  bulinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance— — 
Good  fir,  fay,  if  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no  ; 
If  not,  I'll  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

yin.  of  Eph.  I  anfwer  you ! — what  fhould  I  anfwer  you  ? 

Angela.  The  money  that  you  owe  me  for  the  bracelet. 

An.  of  Eph.  I  owe  you  none,  till  I  receive  the  bracelet. 

Angela.  You  know  I  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  fmce. 

An.  of  Eph.  You  gave  me  none  ;  ^ou  wrong  me  much  to  fay  fo . 

Angela.  You  wrong  me  more,  fir,  in  denying  it ; 
Confider  how  it  ftands  upon  my  credit. 

2d  Mer.  Well,  officer,  arreft  him  at  my  fuit. 

Officer.  I  do,  and  charge  you,  in  the  duke's  name,  to  obey  me. 

Angela.  This  touches  me,  fir,  in  my  reputation  ; 
Either  confent  to  pay  the  fum  for  me. 
Or  1  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

An.  of  Eph.  Confent  to  pay  for  what  I  never  had  ! 
Arreft  me,  foolifti  fellow,  if  thou  dar'll. 
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Angela.  Here  h  thy  fee — arreft  him,  officer 
I  vvouid  not  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe. 
If  he  fhould  fcorn  mc  fo  apparently. 

Officer.  I  do  arreft  you,  fir — you  hear  the  fuit* 

An.  of  Eph.  I  do  obey  thee,  till  I  give  thee  bail. 
But,  firrah,  you  fhall  buy  this  fport  as  dear. 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  fliop  will  anfwer. 

Angela.  Sir,  fir,  I  fliall  have  law  in  Ephefus, 
To  your  notorious  fiiame,  \  doubt  it  not. 

Enter  D  R  0  m  i  o  of  Syracufe, 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Mafier,  there  is  a  bark  of  Epidamnuin 
That  ftays  but  till  her  owner  comes  aboard  ; 
Then,  fir,  file  bears  away.  ^  Our  fraughtage,  fir, 
I  haveconvevM  aboard  ;  and  I  have  bought 
The,  oil,  the  balfamum,  and  aqua  vitae. 
The  fliip  is  in  her  trim,  the  merry  wind 
Blows  fair  from  land,  they  Hay  for  naught  at  all, 
But  for  the  owner,  mailer,  and  yourfelf. 

An.  of  Eph.  How  now,  madman !  Vv^'hy,  thou  peevlih  fhccp. 
What  ihip  of  Epidamnum  ftays  for  me  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  A  fhip  you  fent  me  to,  fir,  to  hire  waftage, 
yJn.  of  Eph.  Thou  drunken  Have,  I  fent  thee  for  a  rope  j 
And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe,  and  for  whom. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  You  fent  me  to  the  bay,  fir,  for  a  bark. 
An.  cf  Eph.  I  will  debate  the  matter  at  more  Icifure, 
And  teach  your  ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adriana,  villain,  hie  thee  ftrait. 
Give  her  this  key,  raid  tell  her,  in  the  defk 
That's  covei'd  o'er  with  Turkifli  tapellry. 
There  is  a  purfe  of  ducats,  let  her  fend  it ; 
Tell  her  I  am  arrefted  in  the  ftreet. 

And  that  fhall  bail  me.  Hie  thee,  flave,  begone. 

On,  officer,  t-)  prifon,  till  he  comes- 

[Exit  An.  of  Eph.  Angelo,  Mer.  and  Officer, 

Dr.  of  Syr.  To  Adriana's  '.---that  is  where  we  din'd  

Go  there  again  ! ---Surely  my  poor  inafter's  mind  is  ftrangely  al- 
tered, But  now  he  fent  me  to  fcek  a  veffcl,  and  fworc  he  would 

not  Hay  an  hour  longer---no\v  he  denies  it  all,  and  rather  feems 
inclined  to  take  up  his  abode  here  ;  for,  upon  the  ftrength  of  one 
vifit  only,  he  has  got  the  key  of  Adriana's  treafure,  1  fee ;  and 
fends  for  her  ducats  as  familiarly  as  he  would  for  his  own.— -Then 
how  he  Ihould  come  arrefted !  —I'll  venture,  however,  to  hef 
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houfe  once  more,  and  get  the  money  for  him,  if  that  Blowzabel* 
who  claimed  me  for  her  hufband,  does  not  fet  her  kitchenftuff 
countenance  in  my  way,  and  fright  me  from  my  purpofe.  [Exit, 


SCENE  IL 


A  Chamber*    Enter  AoRiAtf  a  ^«</Luciana» 

Ad.  What,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 
Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye, 
That  he  did  plead  in  earheft  ?  Didft  thou  mark^ 
Look'd  he  or  pale,  or  red,  or  fad,  or  merry  ? 
What  obfervation,  tell  me,  couldft  thou  make 
Ot  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  face? 

Luc.  Firft,  he  deny*d  you  had  in  him  a  right. 

/id.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none— -the  more  my  wrong* 

Luc.  Then  fwore  he  that  he  was  a  flranger  here. 

Ad,  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfworn  he  be. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you* 

Ad.  What  faid  he  then  ? 

Luc,  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg*d  of  me. 

Ad,  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  ? 

Luc.  With  words  that  in  an  honeft  fuit  might  move ; 
Firft  did  he  praife  my  beauty,  then  my  fpeech. 

Ad.  Didft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 

Luc,  Have  patience,  I  befeech  you. 

Ad.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  hold  me  ftill. 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  muft  have  itsfcopt.. 
Oh,  he  is  ftiapelefs,  crooked,  old,  and  feer. 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifti,  rude,  unkind. 
Deformed  in  perfon,  more  deform'd  in  foul ! 

Luc.  Yet  do  not  give  fuch  way  to  your  affli£tion* 

But  call  your  better  reafon  to  your  aid  :  

Oh,  did  my  brother's  mind  but  mate  his  perfon. 

Were  but  his  condu6l  graceful  as  his  vifage. 

What  woman  might  with  Adriana  boaft 

So  vaft  a  fund  ojf  bymeneal  blifs  I 

Truft  then  to  time,  and  fault-repairing  wifdom, 

1  o  change  his  mind  ;  nor  foil,  with  partial  breath, 

A  form  in  nature's  faireft  colours  dreft. 
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Ad.  Oh,  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay. 
And  wifh  him  kind  and  fair  to  me  alone. 
Thus,  lapwing-like,  far  from  my  neft  I  cry. 
To  puzzle  and  miflead  intruding  eyes. 
That  feek  to  rob  me  of  my  treafur'd  blifs. 


\  Enter  D  r  o  m  i  o  ^  Syracufe. 

Dr,ofSy.  Here,  go!— thedefk — th«  purfe  !— fvrcet  now, 
make  hafte. 

Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ? 

Dr.  »f  Syr.  By  running  faft. 

Ad.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  Dromio  ?  is  he  well"? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  No,  he's  in  Tartar-limbo— a  devil  hath  him  ; 
One  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel ; 
A  fiend,  a  fury,  pitylefs  and  rough  ; 
A  back-friend  ;  one  that  commands 
The  paflages  of  alle5»s,  creeks  and  lanes. 

Jd.  Why,  man,  what  is  the  matter? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  1  do  not  know  the  matter,  but  he  is  arretted. 

yld.  Arrefted,  is  he  ?— tell  me,  at  whofe  fuit  ? 

Dr^  ff  Syr.  I  do  not  know  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arrefted,  but  ar- 
refted he  is-— and  his  fuit  to  you  is,  that  you  will  fend  him,  Mif- 
trefs  Redemption,  the  money  in  his  defk. 

Ad.  Go,  fetch  it,  fifter.   [Exit  Luc. 

This  I  wonder  at. 

That  he,  unknown  to  me,  ftiould  be  in  debt. 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrefted  on  a  bond  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  No,  on  the  mart. — Come,  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 


Re-enter  L  u  c  l  a  n  a  luitk  a  Purfe. 

Ad.  Go,  Dromio,  there's  the  money,  bear  it  ftrait. 
And  bring  thy  mafter  home  immediately.  [Exit  Dro. 

Yet  wherefore  bring  him  home,  fince  he  has  loft 
All  token  of  regard,  and  flights  the  pkce 
Where,  once,  he  faid,  his  ev'ry  comfort  dwelt, 
Why  Ihould  I  wifli  him  here  ?  and  yet  without  him 
What  is  this  home  to  me  ? 

Luc.  Some  vague  conceit. 
The  phantom  of  the  moment,  hath  poffeft  him; 
It  will  away  as  foon. 
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Ad.  Pray,  Heaven,  it  may  ; 
For  'till  he  fhake  it  ofF,  no  mate  have  I, 

But  jealous  doubt,  or  dark  defpondeacy.  \Zxeuntm 


SCENE  in. 


The  Mart.    Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracu/e, 

An.  of  Syr.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet  but  doth  falute  me. 
As  if  I  were  his  well  acquainted  friend  ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name. 
Some  tender  money  to  me,  fome  invite  me. 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy. 
While  others  give  me  thanks  for  kindnefles. 
Ev*n  now  a  taylor  call'd  me  in  his  ihop. 
And  fhew'd  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me^ 
And  there  withal  took  meafure  of  ray  body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles; 
And  Lapland  forcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  T>  ROM  10  of  Syracufe. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Mafter  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for.—What, 
have  you  got  rid  of  the  fiend  ? 

An.  of  Syr.  What  gold  is  this  ? — What  fiend  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Dr.  of  Syr.  He  that  came  behind  you,  fir,  like  an  evil  angel, 
and  bid  you  forfake  your  liberty. 

An.  of  Syr.  I  underlland  thee  not. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  No  ! — why  'tis  plain  enough.-— The  man,  fir,  that, 
when  gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a  fob,  and  refts  them.  He, 
lir,  that  takes  pity  on  decay'd  men,  and  gives  them  fuits  of  du- 
rance. 

yJn.  of  Syr.  Mean'ft  thou  an  officer  f 

Dr.  of  iiyr.  Ay,  fir,  the  ferjeant  of  the  band — he  that  brings 
any  man  to  anfwer  it,  that  breaks  his  bond.  One  that  thinks  a 
man  always  going  to  bed,  and  fays.  Heaven  fendycu  good  reft  I 

An.  of  Syr.  Well,  fir,  there  reft  your  foolery  ! — Is  there  any 
(hip  puts  forth  to-night  ?    May  we  be  gone  f 

Dr.  of  Syr,  Why,  fir,  I  brought  you  word,  an  hour  fince,  that 
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the  Bark,  Expedition,  puts  forth  to-night ;  and  then  were  you 
hindered  by  the  ferjeant,  to  tarry  for  the  hoy.  Delay.  Here  are 
the  angels  that  you  fent  for,  to  deliver  you. 

of  Syr,  The  fellow  is  diftradt,  and  fo  am  I, 
And  here  we  wander  in  illufion — 
Some  bleffed  power  deliver  us  from  hence ! — 

I  £/7//r  Lesbia. 

Lef,  Well  met,  well  met,  mafter  Antipholis ! 
I  fee,  fir,  you  have  found  the  goldfmith  now. 
Is  this  the  bracelet  you  promis'd  me  to-day  ? 

An,  of  Syr,  What  more  temptations  ? 
Miftrels,  you  do  impeach  your  modefty. 
Here  in  the  ftreet,  thus  to  commit  yourfelf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  who  knows  you  not. 

Lef,  Not  know  me  ? — how  ? — Am  I  not  Lefbia  ? 
And  are  not  you  Antipholis  ? — Nay,  jeft  not ; 
Return  with  me,  and  we  will  mend  our  cheer. 

An.  of  Syr,  Have  you  no  baflifulnefs ;  no  fenfe  of  ftiame ; 
No  touch  of  modefty  ?    Why  will  you  tear 
Ungentle  words  from  my  reludlant  tongue  ? 

Lef.  I  would  not  do  fo,  good  Antipholis ; 
I  do  but  alk  for  what  you  promis'd  me. 

An.  of  Syr.  I  promisM  thee  ? 

Lef.  Ay  !  as  we  fat  at  dinner. 

An.  0/  Syr.  I  ne'er  beheld  thy  face  until  this  inllant, 

Lef  And  told'lt  me  that  thy  wife  

An.  of  Syr.  My  wife  ? — thou  forcerefs  ? 

Dr,  of  Syr.  Mafter,  you  certainly  have  been  married. 
And  have  forgot  it. 

Lef,  Say,  did  you  not,  Antipholis? 

An.  of  Syr.  I  tell  thee,  no. 

Lef.  Nor  take  my  ring  ? 

An.  of  Syr,  No,  no — nor  comprehend 
What  thy  falfe  tongue  hath  utter'd. — Dromio, 
Follow  me  to  our  Inn — I  will  not  ftay. 

Nor  longer  liften  to  thy  forceries.  [£xjt.  Lef.  offering  to folloiu. 
Dr.  of  Syr.  No,  you  don't.  [Dranvs.'\  Here's  my  charm 
againil  witches. — Miftrefs,  it  is  written  that  evil  fpirits  appear 
to  men  like  angels  of  iighi.  Light  is  an  effed  of  fire,  and  fire 
will  burn. — Ergo — light  wenches  will  burn — therefore  we  will 
not  truH  ourfelves  near  you. 
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Lef.  Now  out  of  doubt,  Antipholis  is  mad, 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf. 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats. 
And  for  the  fame,  he  promisM  me  a  bracelet ; 
Both  one  and  oth?r  he  denies  me  now. 
What  then  remains  ?  what  meafures  fliall  I  take  I 
My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe. 
And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  lunatic. 
He  rufh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took,  per  force. 
My  ring  away — This  courfe  I  fiueft  chufe. 
To  right  myfelf  againll  this  madman's  wrong. 


SCENE  IF, 


1  h  Mart.    Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  and  OJicer, 

An,  of  Eph,  Fear  me  not,  man  ;  I  will  not  break  away. 
I'll  give  thee,  ere  I  lerve  thee,  fo  much  money 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I'm  *refted  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day. 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  mefTenger. 
That  I  Ihould  be  attached  in  Ephefus, 
I  tell  you  will  found  harftily  in  her  ears. 
Here  comes  my  mar. ;  1  think  he  brings  the  money. 


Enter  D  r  o  m  i  o  o/'  Ephefus y  njuitk  a  Rope. 

An  of  Eph.  How  now,  fir,  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

Dr.  of  tph.  Here's  that,  I'll  warrant  you,  will  pay  them  all. 

An,  of  Eph.  But  wherc's  the  money  I 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Why,  fir,  I  gave  the  money  for  the  rope. 

An.  of  tph.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  \ 

Dr.  of  Eph,  I'll  ferve  you,  fir,  five  thoufand  at  that  rate. 

An.  of  Eph.  To  what  end  did  i  bid  thee  hie  thee  hence? 

Dr,  of  Eph,  To  a  rope's  end,  fir,  and  to  that  end  am  I  return'd. 

An.  of  Eph.  And  to  that  end,  fir,  will  I  welcome  you. 

\^Beats  him, 

Officer.  Good  fir,  be  patient. 

Dr.  of  Eph,  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  adverfity. 

C3 


38 


THE  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 


Officer.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 
Dr.  of  Eph.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 
JJn.  of  Eph.  Thou  whorelon,  fenfelels  villain  I 
Dr.  of  Eph.  1  would  I  were  fenfelefs,  fir,  that  i  might  not  feel 
your  blows. 

jhi.  of  Eph.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  and  fo  is 
an  afs. 

Dr,  of  Eph.  I  am  an  afs,  indeed,  you  may  prove  it  by  my  en- 
durance. I  have  served  him  from  the  hour  of  my  nativity  to 
this  inftant,  and  have  had  nothing  at  his  hands  for  my  fervicc  but 
blows — When  I  am  cold  he  heats  me  with  beating  ;  when  I  am 
warm  he  cools  me  with  beating.  I  am  waked  with  it  when  I 
deep,  raifed  with  it  when  I  iit,  driven  out  of  doors  with  ii  when  I 
go  abroad,  welcomed  home  with  it  v  hen  I  leturn  ;  nay,  I  bear 
it  on  my  flioulders  as  a  beggar  does  her  brat — and  1  think,  when 
he  hath  lamed  me,  I  fhall  beg  with  it  froni  door  to  door. 

An,  of  Eph.  Well,  we'll  along  j  my  wife  is  coming  yonder. 

Enter  Adri  ana,  Luciana,  Lesbia,  Dr.  Pinch,  ^c. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Miflrcfs,  refpice  finemy  refpefl  your  end — or  rather 
the  prophecy,  like  the  parrot,  beware  of  the  rope's  end. 

An.  of  Eph.  Wilt  thou  Hill  prate  ?  art  thou  not  quieted  ? 
Then  take  thou  that,  and  that.  \Beatshim, 

Officer.  Good  fir,  be  patient. 

Lef.  How  fay  you  now  ?    Is  not  your  hufband  mad  ? 

Ad.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs  ; 
Good  Dr.  Pinch,  you  are  a  fkilful  man, 
Eftablifli  him  in  his  true  sense  again. 
And  1  will  pay  you  what  you  fhall  demand. 

Luc.  Alas  !  how  fiery  and  how  fierce  he  looks  ! 

Eef.  Mark  how  he  trembles  in  his  ccstacy  ! 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  aud  let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Jin.  of  Eph,  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear.  \^Strikes* 

Pinch.  I  charge  thee,  fatun,  hous'd  within  this  man. 
To  yield  poffefiion  to  my  holy  prayers ; 
And  to  thy  Hate  of  darknefs  hie  thee  ftraight. 

An.  of  Eph.  Peace,  doating  wizard,  peace  !  I  am  not  mad. 

yjd.  O,  that  thou  wen  not,  poor  dillreffed  foul  ! 

An,  of  Eph.  You  minion,  you,  are  thefe  your  cuftomers  ? 
Did  this  companion,  with  the  faffron  face. 
Revel  and  feall  it  at  my  houfe  to-day  ? 
While  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  fhut, 
Afld  I  denied  to  enter  in  my  houfe  I 
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Ad,  O,  hufband  !  Heaven  doth  know  you  din'd  at  home. 
Where  would  you  had  remained  until  this  time, 
tree  from  thefe  flanders,  and  this  open  (hame. 

Jn.  ofEph.  Din'd  at  home  1 — Thou  villain,  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  Were  not  my  doors  lock'd  up,  and  I  fhut  out  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  In  footh  your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  you  fhut  out. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  And  did  not  fhe  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Sans  fable,  fhe  herfelf  revil'd  you  there. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  And  did  not  I,  in  rage,  depart  from  thence  ? 

Dr,  of  Eph.  In  verity,  you  did — my  bones  bear  witnefs. 
That  fmce  have  felt  the  vigour  of  your  rage. 

Jd.  Is't  good  to  footh  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

Pinch.  It  is  no  fhame,  the  fellow  finds  his  vein. 
And  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  phrenzy. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  Thou  hafl  fuborn'd  the  Goldfmith  to  arreft  me. 

Jd.  Alas  1  I  fent  you  money  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Money  by  me  1 — Heart  and  good-will  you  might. 
But  furely,  mafler,  irot  a  doit  of  money. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  Went'ft  thou  not  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  ducats  ? 

Jd.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  delivered  it. 

Luc.  And  I  am  .witnefs  with  her,  that  fhe  did. 

Dr.  of  Eph.  Heaven,  and  the  rope-maker  can  bear  me  witnefs 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope. 

Pinch.  Miflrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  are  pofTefl, 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks ; 
They  muft  be  bound,  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  Say,  wherefore  didll  thou  lock  me  forth  to-day  r 
And  why  dofl  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold  ? 

Jd.  1  did  not,  gentle  hufband,  lock  thee  forth. 

Dr.  of  Eph,  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  received  no  gold. 
But  I  can  fwear,  fir,  that  we  were  locked  out. 

Jd.  DifTembling  villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both. 

yin.  of  Eph.  Difiembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all. 
And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack. 
To  make  a  loathfome  abjed  fcorn  of  me. 
But  with  thefe  nails  I'll  pluck  out  thofe  false  eyes. 
That  would  behold  me  in  this  fhameful  fort, 

Jd,  O  I  hold  him,  hold  him,  let  him  not  come  near  me. 

[^/Ittendants  feize  him^ 

Pinch.  More  company  !  the  fiend  is  flrong  within  him. 
Jn,  of  Eph,  What,  will  you  murder  me  \ — Thou,  jailer,  thou, 
C4 
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I  am  thy  prlfoner ;  wilt  thou  fuffer  them  ^ 
To  make  a  refcue  ? 

Officer.  Mafters,  let  him  go  : 
He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  lhall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go,  bind  that  man,  for  he  is  frantic  t00» 

Jd.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevifh  officer. 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafjre  to  himfelf  ? 

Officer.  He  is  my  prifoner,  if  I  let  him  go. 
The  debt  he  owes  will  be  required  of  me. 

Ad»  Good  mafter  do6lor,  fee  him  fafe  convey'd 
Home  to  thy  houfe — O  !  moft  unhappy  dav  ! 

An.  of  Eph.  O  !  moft  unhappy  ftrumpet  ! 

[^Attendants  Jorce  off  Antipholis  of  Eph,  Dromio,  4»WPinch# 

Manent  Adrian  a,  Luciana,  Lesbia,  and  Officer. 

Ad.  I  will  difcharge  thee — 
Bear  me  forthwirh  unto  his  creditor — 
But  fay,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arrefted  at  ? 

Officer.  One  Angelo,  a  goldfmith — do  you  know  him  ? 

Ad,  1  know  the  man — what  is  the  fum  he  owes  ? 

Officer.  Two  hundred  ducats. 

Ad.  Say,  how  grows  it  due  ? 

Officer.  Due  for  a  bracelet,  which  your  hufband  ha4. 

Ad,  He  did  befpeak't  for  me,  but  had  it  not. 

Les,  When  as  your  hufband,  all  in  rage,  to-day 
Came  to  my  houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
(The  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now) 
Strait  after  did  I  meet  him  with  the  bracelet. 

Ad.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it. 
Come,  jailor,  bring  me  where  the  goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

Luc,  Heaven,  for  thy  mercy  !  they  are  loofe  again  ! 

Ad.  And  come  with  naked  fwords. 


Enter  kuTXY  Y^oi.\%  of  Syr aeufet  and  Dromio  efSyracufe,  nvith 

draiun  S 'words. 

Let*s  call  more  help  to  have  *em  bound  agaim 

Officer.  Away  !  they'll  kill  us !  [Extwit» 
Dr,  of  Syr,  She,  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran  from  you. 
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Jn,  ofSyr.  Come  to  the  Centaur,  fetch  our  fluff  from  thence. 
1  long  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Faith,  ftay  here  this  night — they  will  furely  do  us 
no  harm — you  faw  they  fpake  us  fair,  gave  us  gold. — Methinks 
they  are  fuch  a  gentle  nation,  that,  but  for  the  mountain  of  mad 
flelh,  who  claims  marriage  of  me,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  ftay 
here  ftill,  and  turn  witch  myfelf. 

An.  of  Syr.  I  will  not  ftay,  to-night,  for  all  the  town. 
So  many,  and  fuch  ftrange  events  purfue  me, 
'Tis  madnefs  all  I  and  I  begin  to  doubt. 
That  even  love  and  beauty  are  but  fnares. 
To  plunge  my  foul  in  yet  feverer  cares. 

[Exeunt^ 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  1, 


A  Street  he/ore  a  Priory,    Enter  An  g  e  lo  and  Second  Merchant. 
yJngelo. 

I  A  M  forry,  fir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you  ; 
But  I  proteft  he  had  the  jewel  of  me. 
Though  moll  dilhoneftly  he  did  deny  it. 

2d Mer.  How  is  the  man  efteem*d  here  in  the  city  ? 

Jn»  Of  very  reverend  eftimation,  fir. 
Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd. 

Second  to  none  that  lives  within  our  walls.  , 
His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

2d  Mer.  Speak  foftly  ;  yonder,  as  1  think,  he  comes. 

An,  'Tis  fo,  and  that  fame  bracelet  on  his  arm. 
Which  he  forfwore  moft  monftroufly  to  have. 
Good  fir,  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 

£nter  Antipholis  o/Syracu/e,  and  Drouio  of  Sjracuft* 

Signor  Antipholis,  I  wonder  much 

That  you  would  put  me  to  this  ftiame  and  trouble. 

And  not  without  fome  fcandal  to  yourfelf 

With  circumftanee  and  oaths  fo  to  deny 

This  bracelet  which  you  wear  fo  openly. 

Befides  the  charge,  the  fliame,  imprifonment. 

You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeft  friend; 

Who,  but  for  (laying  on  our  controverfy. 

Had  hoifted  fail,  and  put  to  fea  to-day. 

This  jewel  you  had  of  me  Can  you  deny  it  ? 

An,  of  Sjr.  I  know  I  had — I  never  did  deny  it. 

2d  Mer.  Yes,  that  you  did,  fir — and  forfwore  it  too. 

An.  of  Syr.  Whc  heard  me  to  deny,  or  to  forfwear  it  ? 

2d  Mer,  Thefe  ears  of  miie,  thou  knoweft  well,  did  hear  thee. 
Fie  on  thee,  wretch  !  'tis  pity  that  thou  liv'll 
To  walk,  where  any  honell  men  refort. 
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An.  of  Syr.  Thou  art  a  villain  to  impeach  me  thus : 
ril  prove  mine  honour  afid  mine  honelly 
Againft  thee,  with  my  life,  if  thou  dar'ft  Hand  it. 
Mer.  I  dare,  and  do  defy  thee  for  a  villain. 

Enter  AdrIana,  Luciana,  Lesbi  a,  and  Attendants, 

Ad,  Hold  !  hurt  him  not,  for  heaven's  fake — he*s  mad. 
Dr.  of  Syr.  Run,  mailer,  run  for  heaven*s  fake,  take  houfe. 
This  is  fome  priory  ; — in,  or  we  are  fpoilM. 

[Exeunt  to  the  Priory — the  reji  folloiuing. 
Ad,  Purfue  them,  I  befeech  ye — bring  rhem  back. 

Enter  the  Abbefs/roz«  the  Priory » 

Ahbefs.  Be  quiet,  people !  wherefore  throng  ye  hither  ? 

Ad.  To  fetch  my  poor,  diftradled  hufband  hence. 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft. 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

An,  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfed  wits. 

zd  Mer,  I'm  forry  now,  that  I  did  draw  upon  him. 

Ahbefs.  How  long  hath  this  poffeffion  held  the  man  ? 

Ad.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  four,  and  fad. 
And  much,  much  different  from  the  man  he  was ; 
But  'till  this  afternoon,  his  fatal  paffiou 
Ne'er  broke  into  extremity  of  rage. 

Abbejs.  Hath  he  not  loit  much  wealth  by  wreck  at  fea  I 
Buried  fome  dear  friend  ?  Haih  not  elfe  his  eye 
Stray'd  his  alFe6lion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fm,  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men. 
Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing  I— — — 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjedl  to  I 

Ad,  To  none  of  them,  except  it  be  the  laft. 
Namely  fome  love,  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abbefs,  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 

Ad.  Why,  fo  I  did. 

Ahbefs,  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 

Ad.  As  roughly  as  my  modefty  would  let  mc. 

Abbefs,  Haply  in  private. 

Ad.  And  in  allemblies  too. 

Abbefs,  Ay,  but  not  enough. 

Ad^  It  was  the  copy  of  our  conference— 
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In  bed  he  ll?pt  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjed  of  my  theme ; 
In  company  I  often  glancM  at  it ; 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bafe. 

Ahhefs,  And  therefore  came  it  that  the  man  was  mad. 
The  venom*d  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman, 
Poifon  more  deadly  than  a  mad-dog*s  tooth  ! 
It  feems,  his  fleeps  were  hindered  by  thy  railing. 
And  therefore  comes  it,  that  his  head  is  light. 
Thou  fay*ll  his  meat  was  faucM  with  thy  upbraidiogs ; 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digeftions. 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred. 
And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  madnefs  ? 
Thou  fay'ft  his  fports  were  hinderM  with  thy  brawls; 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  enfue. 
But  moody,  mopifli,  and  dull  melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim,  and  comforilcfs  defpair  ! 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge,  infedlious  troop. 
Of  pale  diftemperaturc  5,  and  foes  to  life? 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealoufies 
Have  fcar'd  (rhy  hufband  from  his  better  fcnfe. 

Luc»  Sh?  ftever  reprehended  him  but  gently. 
When  he  demean'd  himfelf  rough,  rude,  and  wild. 
Why  ber.r  you  thefe  rebukes,  and  dnfwer  not? 

Aa,  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof. 
Good  people,  enter,  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

jihlefi.  No,  not  a  creature  enters  in  my  houfe. 

Jd»  Then  let  your  fervants  bring  my  hufband  forth, 

Jihbefs,  Neither — he  took  this  place  for  fanftuary  ; 
And  it  fhall  privilege  him  from  your  hands, 
'Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again. 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  eflaying  it. 

Ad*  I  will  attend  my  husband  ;  be  his  nurfe. 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  my  office. 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

Abbefs,  Be  patient,  for  1  uill  not  let  him  ftir, 
'Till  I  have  ufcd  th'  approved  means  I  know. 
With  wholcfome  fy rups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers. 
To  bring  him  to  his  former  ftate  again. 
It  is  a  branch,  and  parcel  of  my  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order ; 
Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Ad*  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  husband  here. 
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And  ill  It  doth  befeem  your  holinefs. 
To  feparate  the  husband  and  the  wife. 

Aibe/s,  Be  quiet,  and  depart— thou  (halt  not  have  him. 

[Exit  to  the  Priory t 

Luc.  Complain  unto  the  duke  of  this  indignity. 

yjd.  Come  then,  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  feet. 
And  never  life  until  my  prayers  and  tears 
Have  won  his  grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither. 
And  take  perforce  my  husband  from  this  abbefs. 

2d.  Mer.  By  this,  I  think,  the  dial  points  at  five. 
Anon,  I'm  fure  the  duke  himfelf,  in  perfon. 
Comes  this  way  fo  the  melancholy  vale  ; 
The  place  of  death,  and  forry  execution. 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 

j^n.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

2d  Mer,  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufan  merchant. 
Who  put  unluckily  into  this  bay, 
Againft  the  laws  and  ftatutes  of  this  town. 
Beheaded  publicly  for  his  offence. 

Jn.  See  where  they  come  !  we  will  behold  his  death. 

Luc,  Kneel  to  the  duke  before  he  pafs  the  abbey. 


Enter  Duke,  ^Eceon,  Executioner,  Officers, Guards. 

Duke.  Yet  once  again,  proclaim  it  publicly. 
If  any  friend  will  pay  the  fum  for  him. 
He  fhall  not  die  ;  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Jid.  Juftice,  moil  facred  duke,  againft  the  abbefs. 

Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  lady  ! 
It  cannot  be  that  (he  hath  done  thee  wrong. 

/id.  May  it  pleafe  your  grace,  Antiphoiis,  my  hufband. 
Whom  I  made  lord  of  me,  and  all  I  had. 
At  your  important  letters,  this  ill  day, 
A  moft  outrageous  fit  of  madnefs  feiz'd  him  ; 
That  desperately  he  hurried  thro'  the  ftreet. 
With  him  his  bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he. 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  citizens. 
By  rulhing  in  their  houfes,  bearing  thence 
Rings,  jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  1  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs,  I  went. 
Which  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed. 
Anon  (I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  cfcape) 
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He  broke  from  thofe,  who  had  the  guard  of  him. 

And  with  his  mad  attendant,  with  drawn  fwords. 

Met  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  as, 

Chas'd  us  away  ;  'till,  raifmg  of  more  aid. 

We  came  again  to  bind  'em — then  they  fled 

Into  this  abbey,  whither  we  purfued  'em  ; 

But  here  the  abbefs  ftiuts  the  gates  on  us. 

And  will  not  fufFer  us  to  fetch  him  out. 

Nor  fend  him  forth,  that  we  may  bear  him  hence. 

Therefore,  moft  gracious  duke,  with  thy  command. 

Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  borne  hence  for  help. 

Duke.  Long  fince  thy  husband  ferv'd  me  in  my  wars. 
And  I  to  thee  eng»g'd  a  Prince's  word. 
When  thou  did'ft  make  him  mafter  of  thy  bed. 
To  do  him  all  the  good  and  grace  1  could. 
Go  feme  of  ye,  knock  at  the  abbey-gate. 
And  bid  the  lady-abbefs  come  to  me, 
I  will  determine  this,  before  I  dir. 

Entfr  a  MefTenger. 

Mef,  O !  miftrefs,  miftrefs  hafte  and  fave  yourfelf. 
My  mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe. 

Ad.  Peace,  fool !  thy  mafter  and  his  man  arc  here. 
And  that  is  falfe  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

Mejf.  Miftrefs,  upon  my  life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd,  almoft,  fince  I  did  fee  'em. 
Hark,  hark  !  I  hear  'em,  miftrefs — fly  !  begone  !  [Exit. 

Duke.  Fear  nothing,  I'll  protedl  you. 

Jd.  Ah,  me  !  it  is  my  husband  1    Witnefs  all. 
That  he  is  borne  about  invifible  ! 
Ev'n  now  we  houfed  him  in  the  abbey  there. 
And  now  he's  here,  paft  thought  of  human  reafon. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephe/us,  andT) komio  of  Ephejus, 

An.  of  Eph.  Juftice,  moft  gracious  duke — O !  grant  me  juf^ice  ! 
Ev'n  for  the  fcrvice,  that,  long  fmce,  I  did  thee. 
When  I  beftrode  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  fears  to  fave  thy  life ;  ev'n  for  the  blood. 
Which  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  juftice. 

Mgeon,  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  raake  me  doat, 
I  see  my  fon  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 
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An»  ofEph,  Juftice,  fweet  prince,  againft  that  woman  there. 
She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife, 
She  hath  abufed  and  difhonourcd  me, 
Ev'n  in  the  ftrength  and  heighth  of  injury. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  and  thou  (halt  find  me  juft. 
An.  ofEph,  This  day,  great  duke,  Ihe  ftiut  the  doors  upon  rac. 
While  (he  within  was  fealling  with  her  minions. 

Duke,  A  grievous  fault  1    Say,  woman,  did'ft  thou  fo  ? 

A<^,  No,  my  good  lord ;  myfelf,  he,  and  my  filler. 
To-day  did  dine  together — fo  befal  my  foul. 
As  that  is  falfe,  he  burdens  me  withal. 

Luc,  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  day?  nor  fleep  on  night. 
But  fhe  doth  tell  your  highnefs  limple  truth ! 

Angela,  O,  perjur'd  woman  !  they  are  both  forfwom  ; 
In  this  the  madman  juftly  chargeth  them. 
My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with  him. 
That  he  din*d  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 

Duke,  Why,  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this ! 
I  think  you  all  have  drank  of  Circe's  cup. 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
You  fay  he  din'd  at  home  ;  the  goldfmitii  here 
Denies  that  faying — Sirrah,  what  fay  you  ? 

Dr,  of  Eph,  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there  at  the  porcupine. 

Lef,  He  did,  and  from  my  finger  fnatch'd  that  ring. 

An.  ef  Eph,  'Tis  true,  my  liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 

Duke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey  here  ? 

Lef,  As  fure,  my  liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  grace. 

Duke,  This  is  moft  ftrange  I  go,  call  the  abbefs  hither. 

[Exit  6ne  to  the  Alhefs, 

jEgeon,  Moft  mighty  duke,  vouchfafe  me  fpeak  a  word  : 
Haply  I  fee  a  friend,  will  fave  my  life. 
And  pay  the  fum,  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke,  Speak  freely,  Syracufan,  what  thou  wilt. 

uEgeon,  Is  not  your  name,  fir,  call'd  Antipholis  ? 
And  is  not  that  your  bondman,  Dromio  ? 

An,  »f  Eph,  True,  reverend  haplefs  man,  we  are  fo  calFd, 

^geon,  I  am  fure,  both  of  ye  remember  me. 

An,  of  Eph,  Remember  you  ! 

uEgeon.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  yea  know  me  well. 

yjn,  of  Eph,  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life  'till  now. 

jEgeon.  O  !  grief  hath  chang'd  me,  fiance  you  faw  me  laft  j; 
And  careful  hours,  with  time's  deforming  hand. 
Have  written  ftrange  defeatures  in  my  face. 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  voice  ? 
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Jn,ofEph.  Neither. 

JEgeon,  Not  know  my  voice  !    O  !  time's  extremity  I 
Haft  thou  To  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue. 
In  feven  fhort  years,  that  here  my  only  fon 
Knows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 
The'  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  fap-confuming  winter's  drizzled  fnow. 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up. 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory. 
My  wafting  lamp  fome  fading  glimmer  left. 
All  thefe  old  witnefles — I  cannot  err — 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon,  Antipholis. 

/in.  of  Eph,  I  never  faw  my  father  in  my  life. 

uEgeon.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa,  boy. 
Thou  know'ft  we  parted — but  perhaps,  my  fon. 
Thou  fham'ft  t*  acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

An.  of  Eph,  The  duke,  and  all  that  know  mc  in  the  city. 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo. 
I  ne*er  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Syracufan,  twenty  years. 
Have  I  been  patron  to  Antipholis, 
During  which  time,  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa. 
I  fee  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  <loat. 

Enter  Abbefs,  nuitk  Antipholis  of  Syracuje,  and Dkoiaio 
Syr acufe,  from  the  Priory » 

Abhefs,  Moft  mighty  duke,  behold  a  man  much  wrong'd. 

An.  I  fee  two  husbands,  or  my  eyes  deceive  me. 

Duke.  One  of  thefe  men  is  genius  to  the  other  ! 
But  of  the  two,  which  is  the  natural  man. 
And  which  the  fpirit  ?  who  decyphers  them  ! 

An,  of  Syr,  JEgeon  art  thou  not ! 
O,  my  dear  father  !  who  hath  bound  him  thus  ? 

Abbefs.  Whoever  bound  him  I  will  loofe  his  bonds. 
And  gain  a  husband  by  his  liberty. 
Speak,  old  ^geon,  if  thou  bc'ft  the  man. 
That  had'ft  a  wife  once  call'd  -Emilia, 
Who  bore  thee,  at  a  burthen,  two  fair  fons ; 
O  1  if  thou  be'ft  the  fame  ^geon,  fpeak. 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  ^Emilia. 

^geon.  iEmilia  !    O  !  fupport  thyfelf,  my  foul  I 
'Till  I,  once  more,  have  caught  within  my  arms. 
Their  long — ^loft  happinefs  I 
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Emilia.  Thou  art  Mgton  then  ?— I  do  not  dream—*- 
My  husband  !  take,  take  the  reviving  heart, 
Spotlefs  and  pure  as  when  it  firft  was  thine. 
Which  from  the  cloifter  of  religious  folitude. 
No  voice,  but  thine,  could  ever  have  recall'd. 

yJn.  of  Syr.  If  I  not  interrupt  fuch  facred  feelings. 
Thus  let  me  bend,  and  mingle  tears  of  rapture. 

0  raife  my  father,  raife  your  reverend  hands. 
And  blefs  your  truant  fon  1 

jEgeon.  My  deareft  boy  ! 
This  is  too  much — O,  curb  thy  joys  a  moment. 
And  have  compaffion  oh  thy  father's  vveaknefs* 
But,  if  my  feeble  brain  deceives  me  not. 
One  anxious  queftion  yet  remains  to  alk  ; 
Heart  of  my  heart,  refolve  me  ;  vvhere's  that  fon. 
Who  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft  ? 

jEmilia.  By  men  of  Epidamnum,  he  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  up. 
But,  by  and  by,  rude  filhermcn  cf  Corinth, 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  fon  from  them. 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamnum. 
What  then  became  of  them,  I  cannot  tell  ; 

1  to  this  fortune  which  you  fee  me  in. 

An,  of  Bph.  And  he  referv'd  to  fhare  the  happier  hours 
Of  his  dear  parents;  whom,  'till  now  unknown. 
He  greets  with  nature's  beft  and  fondell  feelings. 
Another  tye  my  fortune  yet  allots. 
And  thus  I  claim  it ! 

An.  of  Syr.  Welcome,  deareft  brother  1  [X^^J  emhracg. 

Both  Dram.  Welcome,  deareft  brotiier  ! 

An.  of  Syr.  Ne'er  may  we  feel  a  feparation  more  ! 

Duke.  Why  here  begins  the  morning — Story  right. 
Thefc  plainly  are  the  parents  to  thefe  children. 
Who  thus  amazingly  are  met  together. 

Emilia.  Moft  gracious  duke. 

Duke,  One  moment's  paufe,  and  all  your  griefs  fhall  end.— 
Antipholis,  thou  cam'ft  from  Corinth  lirft. 

An.  of  Syr.  Not  I,  my  lord  ;  I  came  from  Syracufe. 
Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart        know  not  which  is  which. 
An.  of  Eph.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  moft  gracious  lord. 
Dr.  of  Eph.  And  I  with  him. 

An.  of  Eph.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  right  famous  warrior, 
Duke  Minaphon,  your  moft  renowned  uncle. 
An.  That  ia  the  bracelet,  fir,  you  had  of  me# 
D 
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Jn»  of  Syr.  I  think  it  be,  fir,  I  deny  it  not. 
An.  of  Eph,  And  you,  fir,  for  the  fame  arrefted  me. 
jid.  I  fent  you  money,  fir,  to  be  your  bail. 
By  Dromio — but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 
Dr.  of  Eph.  No,  none  by  me. 

Jn.  of  Syr,  This  purfe  of  Ducats  I  received  for  you. 
And  Dromio,  my  man,  did  bring  'em  me. 
I  fee,  we  lUll  did  meet  each  other's  man. 
And  thereupon  thefe  errors  all  arofe. 

Jn.  of  Eph.  You  fee,  brother,  thefe  wife  folks  can't  blame  us  in 
thefe  matters. 

Dr.  of  Syr.  Really,  brother,  I  think  not. 

An.  of  Eph.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here. 

An.  of  Syr.  It  fhall  not  be — I  will  procure  his  life. 
To  make  lome  fmall  amends  for  leaving  him, 
^lone,  and  friendlefs. 

Ad.  Which  of  you  too  did  dine  with  me  to-day. 

An.  of  Syr.  I,  gentle  miftrefs. 

^d.  Are  you  not  my  husband  ? 

An.  of  Eph.  No  ;  1  fay  nay  to  that. 

An.  »f  Syr.  And  fo  do  I — yet  fhe  did  call  me  fo  ; 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman,  her  filler  here. 
Did  call  Ifie  brother — What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope  I  (hall  have  leifure  to  make  good  ; 
And  that  the  heart  which  beats  alone  for  you. 
May,  now  the  mift  of  error  is  difpers'd. 
Which  made  thee  fearful  for  thy  virgin  fame. 
Obtain  a  gentle  hearing. 

Luc.  Should  I  find  thee 
Worthy,  and /onftant,  as  my  mind  fuggefts. 
The  general  joy,  that  fmiles  around,  lhall  not 
]Be  damp'd  by  any  vain  referve  of  mine. 

Ahhefs.  Renowned  duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  paiin 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here. 
And  hear,  at  large  difcourfed,  all  our  fortunes  j 
And  all,  that  are  ailembled  in  this  place. 
That  by  this  sympathized  one  day's  errors 
Have  fufFcr'd  wrong,  go,  keep  us  company. 
And  you  fhall  have  full  fati'sfadion. — 
The  duke,  my  husband  and  my  children  both. 
And  you,  the  kalendars  of  their  nativity. 
Go  to  a  goffip's  feaft ;  go  all  with  me — 
After  fo  long  grief,  fuch  fellivity  ! 

.  i)uke.  With  all  my  heart,  I'll  goffip  at  this  feaft;,  ■ 
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And  be  a  cheerful  witnefs  of  the  bleffings. 
Your  pious  faith,  and  virtuous  refignation. 
Have  drawn  upon  you  f^om  relenting  Heaven ! 

^geon.  Come,  and  partake 
The  joys,  that  gild  the  evening  of  our  days. 

jEmilia*  Joys  paft  the  reach  of  hope  1 — our  lefTon  thisj 
That  mifery  paft  endears  our  prefent  blifs ; 
Wherein  we  read  with  wonder  and  delight. 
This  facred  truth,  *  Whatever  is  is  right.' 

\Exeunt  cmnos. 


\ 


THE  END. 


